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jelly fish, with a corresponding amount of energy for letter writing or any other occupation of civilized man. I sleep by* the week, eat by the tub-full, and never have an idea from one day's end to another. The hotel, which is a mile up the lake, is full of a dull spawn, only human by virtue of being made in the likeness of an outraged God. My single encounter with the sex has not bristled with poetry, for though I sat with her an hour every attempt at self-revelation on her part was met by my exclamation, unuttered but passionate, "0 brisky juvenal, and eke most lovely Jew!" Finding no earthly lips to breathe fire into the clay of my longing, I lie doggedly on my back under the pines and wait the descent of the goddess. Heaven send her soon, or I shall be past kissing! To do the place justice though, it is very beautiful, and only needs a remotely adequate Comer to pant through the blueness1 in order to put me in direct communication with Helicon and Castaly.
I suppose you are swimming through rose-colored seas of song, with wan breasts glimmering
1 "Come then, complete incompletion, 0 comer, Pant through the blueness, perfect the summer!"
BROWNING: "Wanting is — what?*'
17 goodliness of this
